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Dulness with transport eyes the lively dunce,,
Rememb'ring she herself was Pertness once.
Now (shame to Fortune !) an 111 run at play
Blank3 d his bold visage, and a thin third day :
Swearing and supperless the hero sate,
Blasphemed his gods, the dice, and damn'd his fate.
Then gnaw'd his pen, then dash'd it on the ground,
Sinking from thought to thought, a vast profound i
Plunged for his sense, but found no bottom there,
Yet wrote and floundered on, in mere despair,
Round him much embryo, much abortion lay,
Much future ode, and abdicated play ;
Nonsense precipitate, like running lead,
That slipp'd through cracks and zig-zags of the head ;
All that on Folly Frenzy could beget,
Fruits of dull heat, and sooterHns of wit.
Nestj o'er his books his eyes began to roll,
In pleasing memory of all he stole.,
How here he sipped, how there he plundered snug,
And sucked all o'er? like an industrious bug.
Here lay poor Fletcher's half-eat scenes, and here
The frippery of crucified Moliere ;
There hapless Shakespear, yet of Tibbald sore*
Wished he had blotted for himself before.
The rest on outside merit but presume,
Or serve (like other fools) to fill a room ;
Such with their shelves as due proportion hold?
Or their fond parents dressed in red and gold;
Or where the pictures for the page atone?
And Quarles is saved by beauties not his own.